REVENANT

son, who had begun to feel " some secret impulse ",
launched into the joyous air :

" Thus when the sun in's watery bed,

All curtained with a cloudy red,
Pillows his chin upon an orient wave !

The wandering shadows, ghastly pale,

All troop to their infernal jail,
Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave."

At those words the bewigged conductor was observed
to smile, but, waving the unusual baton, as though he
were conducting the heavenly choir of cherubim and
seraphim, he moved on towards a steep and narrow
road leading into the very heart of the mountains.
All the performers, all the audience, all the population
of the metropolis followed at his heels, singing and
playing as though ail had practised that glorious
music for years and years.

So they came to the open summit of a hill where
upright rocks, ranged in a circle, marked the scene of
ancient Druidical rites. In the middle of that rocky
circle the aged conductor took his stand with the
performers, while the thick crowd pressed around the
outside of the ring.

The rain had stopped. Far up the estuary the
glimmer of the rising moon revealed long wisps of
storm-tossed cloud, which clung to distant mountain
summits. With upturned faces barely visible, the
transformed assembly stood in silent adoration.
After Manoah's recitative, " Come, come; no time

for lamentation now-----   To his foes Ruin is left;

to him eternal fame **, the conductor stood illumined
by some internal radiance, gazing around upon all
with grateful benevolence, as though recognizing the
passion of a musical race. Then once more he raised
the transfiguring wand. The orchestra played two
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